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He was washing his hands for dinner, when a maid,
outside, said :
" You're wanted on the 'phone, sir."
Michael's voice came over the wire, strained and husky :
" That you, sir ? "
" Yes.    What is it ? "
" Fleur. It began this afternoon at three. I've been
trying to reach you."
" What ? " cried Soames.    " How ?    Quick ! "
" They say it's all normal. But it's so awful. They say
quite soon, now." The voice broke off.
" My God ! " said Soames.    " My hat ! "
By the front door the maid was asking : " Shall you be
back to dinner, sir ? "
" Dinner ! " muttered Soames, and was gone.
He hurried along, almost running, his eyes searching for a
cab. None to be had, of course 1 None to be had ! Oppo-
site the elseeum' Club he got one, open in the fine weather
after last night's storm. That storm ! He might have
known. Ten days before her time. Why on earth hadn't
he gone straight back, or at least telephoned where he would
be ? All that he had been through that afternoon was gone
like smoke. Poor child ! Poor little thing 1 And what
about twilight sleep ? Why hadn't he been there ? He
might have—nature ! Damn it! Nature—as if it couldn't
leave even her alone !
" Get on ! " he said, leaning out : " Double fare ! "
Past the Connoisseurs, and the Palace, and Whitehall;
past all preserves whence nature was excluded, deep in the
waters of primitive emotion Soames sat, grey, breathless.
Past Big Ben—eight o'clock ! Five hours ! Five hours
of it!
" Let it be over ! " he muttered aloud : " Let it be
over, God ! "
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